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to consider. Our conversation had lasted little more than twenty minutes. I drove off to Chamberlain's,
found he had gone to lunch at Mrs. J----- and
followed him there. Luncheon was over, and he came down from the drawing-room to find me among the beaux restes in the dining-room. I told him what had passed. For an instant he changed colour, and no wonder. My going to Ireland was the sudden arrival of long-apprehended peril to a cherished private intimacy, and of mischief to the commonwealth. "Well," he said, "it is just what I expected. I thought that was what he would do. I suppose you have accepted."
/. M. No, I have not. It is no trifle for a man who has never been in office and who has been less than three years in the House of Commons. And if the Cabinet should in the end decide on a narrow Irish policy, I should be left isolated in the lurch, if that matters. I told Mr. G. I should not decide without seeing you.
/. C. I don't see how you could keep your self-respect if you were to refuse.
His look was sombre, and he went on as before in stiff murmurs against Mr. Gladstone. It took some quarter of an hour. In a pretty tense frame of mind, I walked slowly down to the Athenaeum, had some tea, finished my article, noted down seven separate strong reasons against my fitness for the Irish office, and then went across to Mr. Gladstone. I steadily recited my seven objections. He swept them aside wholesale, made me a cordial speech about confidence in my loyalty, and evidently means me for a special ally. It must be the critical post. I knew too well the responsibility of the step to all this. It was always easy to catch at an inconsistency in propositions; but at the coreey will keep until we meet.
